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The Winters Tale. 


PahI. Tell her {Emilia) 
lie vfc that tongue I hauc : If wit flow from’e 
As boldncffe from my bofomc, le’t not be doubted 
I (hall do good, 

Emil. Now be youbleft for it. 
lie to the Queene: pleaie you-comc fomething necrer* 
Gao. Madam, it’t plcaic the Queene to lend the babe, 
I know not what I Hull incurre, topafleit, 

Hauing no warrant. 

Tan. Youneedc notleareit (fir) 

This Childc was prifoncr to the wombe, and is 
By Law and proccflc of great Nature., thence 
Freehand enfranchis’d,not a pai*ti<uo 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(ifanybe) the trcfpafle of the Qucene, 

Gao . Idobclceueit. 

Paul. Do not you fearc : vpon mine honor, I \ 

Will ftand betwixt you, and danger. Exeunt 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Leebtes, Seruants , Paulina , Antigonus } 
and Lords. 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft: It is but weaknefle 
To beare the matter thus: meerc weaknefle, if 
The caufe were not in being: part o’ch'caufc. 

She, ch'Adultreflc : for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blankc 
And leuellofmy braine: plot-proofe :but fhee, 

I can hooketo me : fay that fhe were gone, 

Giuen to the fire, a moicy of my reft 
Might come to me agalnc. Whole there ? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo , How do’s the boy? 

Ser, He tookc good reft to night; ’tis hop'd 
Hisfickncfleis difeharg’d. 

, Leo . TofechisNoblcncfle, 

Conceyuing the difhonour of his Mother/ 

He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, tcoke it deeply, 

Faften’d, and fix’d the (hamc on'c in himfclfc: 

Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Slecpc, 

And down-right languiflh’d. Lcauc me folcly; goe. 

Sec how he fares: Fie, fie, no thought of him. 

The very thought of my Reucnges that way 
Rccoyle vpon me : in himfclfe too mightic. 

And in his parties, his Alliance; Let him be, 

Vntill a time may ferue. For prefent vengeance 
Take it on her: Cami/lo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me: make their paftimeat my forrow: 

They fhould not laugh, ifl could reach them, nor 
Shall flic, within my powre. 

Enter Paulina • 

Lord. Youmuft notenter, 

Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecond to me : 
: earc you his tyrannous pafsion more (alas) 

Then rhe Queencs lire ? A gracious innocent foulc. 

More free, then he is icalous. 

Antig . That’s enough. 

Ser. Madam; he hath not flept to nighc, commanded 
None fhould come at him. 

Pah. Not fo hot (good Sir) 

I come to bring him fleepe. ’Tis fuch as you 


That crcepc like ffiadowes by him, and dilfohT'''' 
At each his ncedlcffe hcauings: fuch as you ° 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal!, as true • 

( Honcft, as either;; to purge him of that hum 0r >, 

1 hat preffes him from f.cepe. ’ I 

Leo. Who noyfe there, hoc ? 

No noyie (my Lord) but needfull confe 
About fomeGofsips for your Highneffe. rcnce i 
Leo. How? 

Away with that audacious Lady, Antigontu 
I charg’d thee that fhe ffiould not come about m. 

I knew fhe would. 0le » 

Ant. I told her fo (my Lord) 

On your difpleafures peril!, and on mine. 

She Ihould r>ot vifit you. 

Leo. What? canft not rule her ? 

Paul. From all difhoncftic he can : in this 
(Vnleffc he take the courfe that you hauc done) 

Commit me, for committing honor, truft it 

He fhall not rule me: 

■Ant. La-younow,youheare, 

When fhe will take the raine,I let her run 
But lhee ’1 not Bumble. 

Paul. Good my Liege,I come: 

And I bcfeech youheareme,whoprofe{Tes 
My felfe your loyall Seruant. your Phyfitian 
Your moft obedient Counfailor: yet that dares 
Lefle appeare fo, in comforting your Euill c $ 

Then fuch as moft feeme yours, i fay, I come 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene ? 

Paul. Good Queene(my Lord)good Queen? 

I fay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make her good fo,wereI 
A man,the word abouc you. 

Leo. force her hence. 

Pm. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 

Firft hand me: on mine owne accord. He off 
B it firft, lie do my errand. The good Queene 
(for flie is good) hath brought you forth a daughter 
Heere ’tis: Commends it to your blefsing. * 

Leo. Out: 

A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dore: 

A moft intelligencing bawd. 

Paul. Notfo: 

I am as ignorant in that, as you, 

In fo entitling me : and no lefle honeft 
Then you arc mad: which is enough, He warrant 
(As this world goes) to paffe for honeft: 

Leo. Traitors ; 

Will you not pufh her out ? Giuc her the Baftard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d : vnroofled 
By thy dame Pmlet heere. Take vp the Baftard, 
Takc’t vp, I fay: giue’t to thy Croane. 

Paul. Foreuer 

Vnvencrablebe thy hands, if thou 
Tak’ft vp the Princeflc, by that forced bafenefle 
Which he ha's put vpon’t. 
v Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Paul. So I would you did : then ’twerepaft all doubt 
Youl’d call your children, yours. 

Leo. Aneft of Traitors. 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Pau. Nor I: nor any 

But one that’s heere: and that’s himfclfe: for he, 
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Honor of himfclfe,hi* Queencs 
Th e * t.ill Sonnes, hi* Babes,betraye« to Slander, 

His hope then t he Swords; and will not 

^‘ l0 s the calb now Bands, it is aCurfe 
( F ° lotbccompell’d too’t) once remoue 
Sot of hi* Opinion, wh,ch is rotten, 

JeuerOake.or Stone was found. 

f * 1 Spioneue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
nowbayts n'c': This Brat is none of mine, 

, rff oc of Polixenes* 

Se/St ^nd together With the Dam, 

Coaimitthcmcothefiie. 

, Prouerb to your charge, 

fhke vou/cts the worfe. Behold (my Lords) 

Slough the Print be little the whole Matter 
, , ro pp V of the Father: (Eye,No(e,Lippc, 
t tdek of’s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valley, 

I. nrettv dimples of his Chm,and Cheeke; hts Smiles: 
7^ Scry Mold,and frame of Hand,Nayle,Finger.) 

La rhou oood Goddeffe Afat «re,which haft made it 

Sc to him that got it,if thou haft 

The 01 dering of the Mind too.’mongft all Colours 
No Yellow in’c,leaft ffie fufpetf ,as he do's. 

Her Children,noc her Husbands. 

Leo. A groffeHagge: 

And Loscll, thou art worthy to be hang d. 

That wilt not ftay her Tongue. 

Jntig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Feat,you’le leaueyour felfe 
Hardly oneSnbicft. 
let. Once more take her hence. 

Paul. A moft vnworthy,and vnnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 






Paul. I care not: 

It is an Hererique that makes the fire. 

Not flic which burnes in t. lie not call you Tyrant: 

But this moft crucll vfage of your Queene 

(Not able to produce more accufation 

Then your owne weake-hindg’d Fancy)fomthing fauors 

Of Tyrannie.and will ignoble make you. 

Yea,fcandalous to the World. 

Leo. Oi.your AUegeance, 

Out of the Chamber with her. Were! a Tyrant, 

Where were her life? fine durft not call me fo. 

If (he did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you doe not puih me,lie be gone. 

Lookc to your Babe(my Lord)'cis yours:/<j«e fend her 
A better guiding Spirit. What needs thefe hands? 

You that arc thus fo tender o’re his Follyes, 

Will neuer doe him good,noc one of you. 

So,fo: Farewell,we are gone. Exit. 

Leo. Thou(Traytor)haft fee on thy Wife to this. 

My Child? away wich’t? cuen thou,that haft 
A heart fo tender o’re it,take it hence. 

And fee it inftantly confum’d with fire. 

Eucn thou,and none but thou.Take it vp ftraight: 

Within this houre bring me word 'tis done, 

(And by good teftimonie) or He feize thy life, 

With whac thoi) elfe call’ft thine: if thou refufc, 

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo; 

The Baftard-braynes with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dafh out, Goe,take it to the fire, 

For thou fett’ft or. thy Wife. 


Antig. I did not, Sir: 

Thefe Lords,my Noble Fcllowes, if theypleafe. 

Can cleare me in’t. 

Lords. We can: myRoyall Liege, 

He is not guiltie of her comming hither. 

Leo. You’re lyers all. 

Lord. Befeech your Highneffe,giuc vs better credit: 
We haue alwayes truly feru’d you,and befeech’ 

So to efteeme of vs: and on our knees we begge, 

(As rccompcncc of our deare feruices 

Part,and to come) that you doe change this purpofe. 

Which being fo horrible,fo bloody,muft 

Lead on to fome foulelfl'ue. Weallkneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows : 

Shall I liue on .to fee this Baftard kneele, 

And call me Father ? better burne it now, 

Then curfe it then. But be it: let it liue. 

It fhall not neyther. You Sir,come you hither: 

You that haue beenc fo tenderly officious 
With Lady eJMargerte, your Mid-wife there, 

To f3ue this Baftards life; for ’tis a Baftard, 

So fare as this Beard’s gray. What will you aduenture, 

To faue this Brats life ? 

Antig. Any thing (my Lord) 

That my abilitie may vndergoe. 

And Nobleneffc impofc: at leaft thus much; 
lie pawne the little blood which I haue left, 

To faue the Innocent: any thing poffible. 

Leo. It fhall be poffible: Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt petforme my bidding. 

Antig. I will (my Lord.) 

Z,eo/Markc,and performe it: feeft thoujffor the faile 
Of any point in’c.ftiall not onely be 
Death to thy felfe,but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon; We enidyne thee. 

As thou arc Liege-man to vs.that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence,and that thou beare it 
To fome remote and defart place,quite out 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leaue it 
(Without more mercy) to it owne protection. 

And fauour of the Clirqate: as by ftrange fortune 
It came to vs,I doe in Iuftice charge thee. 

On thy Soules perill.and thy Bodyes torture, 

That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 

Where Chance may nurfe,or end it: take it vp. 

Antig. I fwcarc to doe this: though a prtlent death 
Had becne more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfuH Spirit inftruCt the Kytes and Rauens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolues and Beares.they fay, 
(Cafting their fauageneffc afide)haue done 
Like offices of Piety. Sir,be profperous 
In more then this deed do’s require ; and Bleffing 
Ag3inft this Crucltie- fight on thy fide 
(PooreThing,condemn’d to Ioffe.) Sxit. 

Leo. No: lie not reare 
Anothers Iffue. Enter a Seruant. 

Seru. Plcafe’ your Highneffe,Ports 
From thofe you fent to th’Oracle,are come 
An houre fince: Cleemines and Dion, 

Being well arriu’d from Delphos,are both landed* 
Haftingto th’ Court. 

Lord. Sopleale you (Sir)thcir fpeed 
Hath beenc beyond accompt. 

Leo . Twentic three dayes 
They haue beene abfent: *tis good fpeed: fore-tells 
•The great Apollo fuddcnly will haue 

The 











































































